CONFESSIONS OF A YOUNG MAN   93
the aphorisms, if not the exact words, the glamour                                ,
and the sentiment of a humour that was all thy
own.   Never didst thou laugh; no, not even when in
discussing how silence might be rendered in music,                                ',
thou didst say, with thy extraordinary Pyrenean
accent, "Pour  rendre   le  silence   en  music  il  me
faudr&it trois 'orchestres militaires"    And when I                                'i
did show thee some poor  verses   of  mine,   French                                \
verses, for at this time I hated and had partly for-                                f
gotten my native language—                                                                   \
"My dear Dayne, you always write about love, the                                 jj
subject is nauseating."                                                                            $
"So it is, so it is; but after all Baudelaire wrote                                |
about love and lovers; his best poem. . . ."                                               |
"C'est vrai,, mais il s'agissait d'une charogne et cela                                I
releve beaucoup la chose."                                                                       I
I remember, too, a few stray snatches of thy ex-                                !
traordinary music, "music that might be considered                                 jj
by Wagner as a little too advanced, but which Liszt                                ^
would not fail to understand;" also thy settings of                                j
sonnets where the melody was   continued   uninter-                                '
ruptedly from the first line to the last; and that still                                 jj
more marvellous feat, thy setting, likewise with un-                                I
broken melody, of Villon's ballade "Les Dames du                                f Temps Jadis;" and that Out-Cabanering of Cabaner, the putting to music of Cros's "Hareng Saur."
And why didst thou remain ever   poor   and un-                                f
known?    Because of something too much, or some-                                j thing too little ?   Because of something too much! so
I think, at least; thy heart was too full of too pure                                \Elionore, were the
